expensive, consequently necessity drove us to make ours-
at home.

Mother would stand on a chair in front of a mirror and
instruct me as I poked the wads of cotton down inside the
half cotton, half silk tights. It was a long and tedious job,
because the padding had to be sewn in smoothly so that it
would not be detected.

Though I was only ten, I understood very clearly that
her job in the chorus and -the thirty shillings she was to get
each week meant bread and groceries and coal and gaslight
for us at home. I was well aware that it was up to me to
make those legs satisfy the theatre patrons and the eagle
eye of the manager.

That is how I learned at a still tender age that frequently
a woman's legs (and not her face) are her fortune.
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